The storyboards in animated film fields were really used to bring a written script into something that was pictorialized and pre-edited for film.
And so in the early days at Hanna-Barbera, so many of the writers used to actually draw their scripts.
They were almost like comic strips.
And the job of the storyboard men was more as editors, because indeed this is what they did.
They broke them down into edited scenes and they redrew them so that they would stage well on the screen for the animators and for the layout men.
Who is the superhero?
Sarge?
No.
Rosemary, the telephone operator?
No.
Henry, the mild mannered janitor?
Could be.
Hong Kong fooey, number one super guy.
Hong Kong fooey, quicker than the human eye.
He's got style, a groovy smile and a mouth that just won't stop.
When the door gets rough, he's super tough with a Hong Kong fooey chop.
Hong Kong fooey, number one super guy.
Hong Kong fooey, quicker than the human eye.
Ticky chong, ticky chong, ticky chocky, tooky chong, tooky bop, tock, tock, and ba wa wa.
Hong Kong fooey, panrific.
No wonder they call us the Batty Bank Mob.
One more caper like this and we'll drive the whole police force batty.
And I want that batty bank mob caught.
You heard me, caught, captured, incarcerated.
Oh, that's the third bank they've ripped off and it better be the last.
Hear me, the absolute positive last.
Penry.
Sorry about that, Sergeant Sir.
But come to think of it, you did order me to paint everything in the building.
I agree that it's an improvement, Penry, but do you think Sergeant Flint will?
Golly, Rosemary, you're right.
I better give him a shot of paint remover.
Boy, that's sure a strong paint remover.
Rosemary, you got any idea who's robbing them banks?
I'm not a detective, Penry, but as a brilliant and beautiful dispatcher,
I'd say it's the Batty Bank Mob.
Got any brilliant and beautiful clothes?
No, but every bank they've robbed has been near the ocean.
Which ocean?
How many oceans are there around here?
Gee, Penry, all this sudden interest in crime.
You'd think you were Hong Kong Fooey or something.
Time to change from humble, lovable Janitor Penry
to that gigantic giant of goodness, Hong Kong Fooey.
No stuffed jaws gonna stick me.
I'll super-strengthen open on the count of three.
A one, a two, a three.
Yah! Ha! Ha!
Ha! Ha! Ha!
Sometimes it's not easy being a superhero.
Grrr.
Onward, fearless police cat.
We're off to catch the Batty Bank Mob.
Ha! Ha!
Something's a little wrong.
I guess I must have parked my Fooey-mobile upside down.
Hmm, the Oceana Bank.
Now, if those crooks are robbing banks near the ocean,
they're sent to try one named after them.
And there's the perfect hiding place to wait for.
See how well my old garbage can disguise works?
Tee-haw!
How many times must I tell you, Spot?
It's two hands for catching and one for throwing.
You know, Boss, if you told someone
we were gonna use a sub to rob a bank,
he'd say we were cuckoo.
That's why we can't miss.
The idea is so batty, it's brilliant.
Best thing about this disguise is I can watch the bank
and at the same time catch a lunch from my faithful cat.
I sure hope that Batty Bank Mob shows up soon
so I can catch them and get back to painting headquarters
before the sergeant gets real mad.
Hey, what do you think you're doing?
Reckon I'll have to throw you back.
Little submarines ain't in season.
Don't get so uptight, friend Spot.
You couldn't eat in that. It was a submarine.
The man in the sub?
Swinger? He's a swinger?
Bat? It's a bat.
Huh?
E? A bat and an E?
Oh, Batty! You mean he belongs to the Batty Bank gang.
Well, I knew that, of course. Come on!
I gotta remember to bong-be-gong before I float the boat.
Now we gotta fish for that submarine again.
He's kind of puny-looking, ain't he?
Look, while the great Hong Kong Fooey thinks he's capturing us,
I'll sneak out and capture him.
Let's see what it says about underwater kung-fu.
Ah, this should get him. The crab craw with a lobster lurch.
Uh-oh, that's a big one.
Uh-oh, that poor little octopus.
He's caught in the rocks.
But superheroes are never too busy to help an anemue in distress.
Now, how in the world am I supposed to catch crooks
when they see me coming? They run!
How about that? He must have given me a piggyback ride.
Or would you call it an octopus-back ride?
Spot that gang so underhanded,
we'll have to take our Fooey boat underwater to get them.
I wonder where those crooks went.
Well, it's my little friend the octopus.
He wants us to follow him.
My guess is they're using this tunnel to blast their way into the bank.
If you ask me, that was a pretty close guess.
Hey, Batty, it's Hong Kong Fooey again.
Mr. Batty Bank Bandit, I arrest you in the name of the law.
You're not the law.
Then I'll arrest you in the name of my name.
Something's wrong.
You fellas are supposed to be scared stiff at the mere sight of me.
It takes more than one Hong Kong Fooey to stop the Batty Bank mob.
But there's just two of you. That doesn't make a game.
No, but they do.
I'll just check my Hong Kong Book of Kung Fu.
Here it is, how to stop a game.
It says, go get help.
Well, there ain't time for that, so I'll just help myself.
Ah!
Yah!
Ah!
See that spot? I blocked the Batty sub.
And I did it the hard way with my head covered.
And looky there.
Yep, just the way I planned it.
Cut off the crooks' escape, then have the police run in and make the arrest.
Grrr.
And while they're running in, I'll be running back to the headquarters to finish painting.
Come on, spot. I'll show you how to practice Kung Fu on the gallop.
Yah!
Ah!
Yah!
Oh! Oh, yeah!
Yah!
